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One 


Author's Notes: 
I'm reasonably sure this never happened. 


He was so troubled, you know? | wasn't used to that. | was used to people just drifting through their days, not 
giving a shit. But Axl held onto every hurt, every slight, and he tried to figure out what it meant, why things 


happened. | would just shrug and say that sometimes things happened, and sometimes people sucked. 


He had this shirt that he wore then, the black shirt with the stark white words, "Shit Happens". He didn't 
believe that. Shit happened, yeah, but he always thought there had to be a reason, there had to be cause and 
effect, there had to be some way through all of it. 


| brushed his hair out of his eyes, perfect red strands. He was so beautiful, and a boy. That was the crazy 
part of this. I'd never looked at a boy before, not like this. | leaned over and grazed his lips with a kiss. We 
were lying on the bed, the sun streaming through the window with no curtain. It made the room feel hot. | 


traced the blue veins on the tops of his hands that snaked over the bones in his wrists. 


"Axl," | said, his name making my heart beat faster. He was the only person! ever met who had named 


himself. 


"Hmmmmmm?" he said, lazily, sleepily, stretching like a cat. He was on something. He had to be. He was on 
something nice, something that made things seem okay for the moment, and stretched that moment into 


eternity. 


| leaned into him, kissing him deeper, exploring his mouth with my tongue. | felt small chipped teeth. | held onto 
his wrists, noticing the darkness of my hands against the white underside of his arms. He didn't struggle or 


try to get away. 


| wasn't on anything, not then, not yet. Those were still the days when | didn't have to drink in the morning, and 
when the hangover wore off | had a few hours of clarity. The sun was trying to make me feel slow and stupid, 


and | saw the yellow square of it next to the bed where it fell to the floor. 


"Axl," | said again, not to say anything or get his attention, but just to taste his name in my mouth, just to 
feel the syllables pass my vocal cords. | nuzzled my head into his neck, breathing in that smell of soap and 
cologne and Salvation Army clothes and sweat. His skin was white and flawless, so pale you could see the blood 
pulsing beneath it. 


Only when he was on something was he this pliable, this agreeable. If he was sober he tended to twist and jerk 
away, his eyes narrowing to two green slits of anger. Now they were half shut, and | could see the lower part 
of the iridescent green iris beneath the gold eyelashes. 


| slipped my hand under his shirt, feeling the bones of his ribs, the soft concave of his stomach, the jutting 
hipbones. He was so skinny, his cheeks were drawn, there were dark shadows under his eyes. When our album 
started to sell we'd eat. | slid my hand down further until | touched the waistband of his pants, and he shifted 
his weight as | flicked open the button and eased the zipper down. 


| came back up to him, leaning in and kissing him like a girl, feeling his soft hair beneath one hand and the soft 
edge of his boxer shorts with the other. He shifted again and moaned, maybe realizing that despite the drug 
he didn't want to do this, he was opposed to this, he was homophobic. 


"Slash," he said, my name breathless and sharp at the same time, the way he said it between kisses. Maybe | 
didn't want to do this and only projected it onto him, maybe it was easier to let him think my thoughts for me. 
There was a tiny homophobic part of me that was all too aware that he was a boy. But he was so crazy and 
violent and beautiful and when he was like this, when he was high and submissive, | didn't see how | could 


resist. 


| wasn't used to resisting things. When | had wanted to ditch school | ditched and hardly thought twice about it. 
When | wanted to fuck some girl | did, it was easy to lead them along. When | wanted to drink a fifth of Jack 
Dariels or Jim Beam | did, and hardly worried about the hangover that would trap me in a steel grip the next 
day, so | had little ability to resist him when he came into my life, this red-headed boy that looked like a girl. 


This red-headed nightmare who had tantrums like a two year old, who broke glasses at the clubs we were 
supposed to play at, who got into fights with biker guys twice his size. Who leaned his head on my shoulder 
while | played the guitar. 


| felt the worn material of his boxer shorts, kneaded it between my fingers as | tangled my other hand in his 
hair, as | pinned him to the bed with the force of my kisses. | was afraid to go further, but | was afraid to 
stop. 


| pulled up and away from him, seeing how the light had changed, how the yellow square on the floor had 
moved. | breathed the thick and unmoving air of this tiny shut up room, caught between getting up and going 


away and melting into him, dissolving somehow into his cells. 


| heard him moving, shifting on the bed again and my gaze was dragged back to him. He moaned again, this 
time in frustration, and bucked his hips a little. That movement made me suck in my breath. | licked my lips 
and saw him looking at me, his eyes open just a bit wider, his breath fast and shallow. | reached my hand out 


to touch him, and he leaned up and into my touch. 


| straddled him, feeling the bones of his body between my legs, and | leaned over him so my dark hair covered 
his face, and | kissed him again, feeling the flick of his tongue against mine, feeling the bucking of his hips 
beneath me, and | reached down to encircle both of his wrists in my hands, and he jerked against me but | had 
leverage. It wasn't long until he stopped struggling, his wrists still in my grasp, but he bucked his hips up again 
and shifted his weight all at once. 


"What do you want?" | whispered. 


